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Heart-Shaped Face 


Author's Notes: 
This story has been in the cards for a while now. Many thanks to cobrasnaps for encouraging me to write 
more Met. 


Los Angeles 
September 198 


It doesn't matter where l'm going. It doesn't matter how quickly | try to get there. It doesn't matter that | 
never look back. Because the past | left behind always finds a way to catch up to me. Like a skeleton in armor, 
it ghosts and rattles on the side of everything | do. If you want to know what it feels like being me, imagine 
harbouring an angry fugitive within you that scorns and derides every joy and every accomplishment. The hurt 
is ever present, ever persistent. That's how its always been. James Hetfield on one side and the world on the 


other, staring each other down, hard and unremitting, until blood and guts mist over the earth. 


A sacrifice to a faceless tyranny. The anvil of justice planted firm. 


"So that's it, we're done trying to work things out?" 

"We've been trying." 

"We can't give up. We have to keep fighting to save what we have." 
"Are we fighting to save it, or are we just fighting?" 

eR 


| stared at the potted plant. The soft, filtered light draping in through the blinds gave it an air of mystique. 
Fragments of light danced about the leaves. It was pretty. 


"What is that?" | pointed at the plant. 

"A bonsai ficus," she smiled. "Do you like it?" 

"Yeah. Gonna get me one of those." 

"Do you do much gardening?" 

"Nope," | bobbed my head and looked around the room. 

She cradled her mug. "We're going to have to delve deeper here." 
"There is no deeper." 


"| doubt that. Last week you said you have been going through a dark time. That you felt alone, disconnected, 
Wondering whether you had a purpose." 


"| have a handgun and two hunting rifles." 

Firearms give you purpose?” 

| snorted. "They take the edge off." 

"Let's retract a little. We're not going to make any progress if you keep dazzling me with the one-liners. While 
I'm enjoying your snazzy wit, it isn't getting us anywhere. Now, since you're a referral from Nikki, | presume 
that you are familiar with my methods?" 


"Yep. Figured if you could help Sixx, there might be hope for me yet." 


"So you're willing to cooperate? Because I'm happy to discuss plants and pistols for $300 an hour. Or, we could 


enter into a journey of self-discovery that will allow you to become more aware of who you are and how you 


got to this point in your life." 

"Not sure | wanna know." 

She smiled. "That's an honest response. So what are you doing here?" 

"My boyfriend." 

"What about him?" 

"He says | need therapy." 

"What do you think?" 

"I think he's right. But l'm not sure | believe in it" 

“Therapy offers an opportunity to come to terms with certain things in your life that have caused difficulties 
and disappointments. It can give you the time and space to look at the things you would like to change in your 
life." 


"Think | might prefer talking to my friends. This feels self-indulgent" 


"Friends are often far too subjective and emotionally involved to tease out the warring forces within us. So 


why does your boyfriend think you need therapy?" 

| barked out a laugh. "Um, in his words? Because he feels ‘emotionally starved. | don't meet his emotional 
needs, or some shit like that. There's some stuff that happened, in a previous relationship, that | don't talk 
about. He thinks l'm traumatised by it" 

"And are you?" 


"Define trauma." 


"Well, emotional trauma is when a very difficult or unpleasant experience causes someone to have psychological 


or emotional problems that impede their wellbeing." 
"Heh." 
"What do you think? Are you traumatised?" 


| shrugged. 


"Do you love your boyfriend?" 

"That's why I'm here. | think he's gonna leave me if | don't give this a shot." 

She nodded. "Okay. Over the next few weeks we'll discuss and work through any issues and memories that are 
troubling you. If you are willing to give this a shot, as you say, these sessions will allow you to move on and 
have a better relationship with yourself." 

"Okay." 

She shuffled some papers. "How long have you known that you are gay?" 

"I'm not" 

"So you enjoy sexual intercourse with women?" 

"Oh yeah." 

"| see," she made a note. "Bisexual?" 


"Why would that even matter?" 


"It doesn't. But the trauma you alluded to earlier occurred within the context of a romantic relationship. Your 


love life is therefore integral to this dialogue." 
"There was nothing romantic about that relationship." 
"Was this relationship with a male or female?" 


"Male. It was the old bass player in my band. He died in ‘Bb. Yeah, maybe | am bisexual. Seems pretty fucking 


fashionable nowadays to say that you are." 

"So your current boyfriend, and the ex-bassist in your band, Cliff Burton" 

| looked at her. 

"I do my homework. Are these the significant relationships you've had in your life?" 


‘Ive had two significant relationships. Both with men, both members of my band. And no, | don't count Cliff as 


one of them. We were never together in the traditional sense." 


"To clarify," she scribbled in her notebook and met my gaze. "You have had three, affairs, with members of 
your band. Including your current boyfriend." 


“That's right," | rubbed my face. "Jason" 

"What about relationships outside Metallica?" 

| shook my head. 

"Men?" 

"Nope! 

"Women?" 

"Well, yeah. But I've never been married or engaged." 

"Why do you think that is?" 

| shrugged. "Safer. Easier. More secure." 

"Interesting. You think it's more secure to form relationships with your bandmates?" 

"Yeah." 

"A sense of security is something we all search for. Whether it is knowing we're desired, taking control of our 
fears, or finding the strength to do the right thing. But the danger in a sense of security, James, is that it 
often proves to be false.” 

"lm beginning to see that." 


Let's try to identify the blueprint for this pattern you have developed over the years. Where it all began. Tell 
me about the first relationship." 


| stretched my legs and sighed. "Lars." 
"Your drummer. So how did that happen?" 


“Camping trip. We were in the woods, in a tent, alone. A couple of beers, then, bam! Lars pounced. And l'm all 


like, ‘Stop! What are you doing? Get off me!" 
She arched a brow. 


"Okay, that's not how it happened” 


She smiled. 

"Dr Kraft, no disrespect, but why does it matter how Lars and | kicked shit off?" 
"Because it was your first significant relationship." 

"Right. Do you have any beer?" 

"No." 

"So I'm guessing bourbon is out of the question?" 

"Sorry! 


"Fine. We were listening to music. Drinking. Talking about stuff. | can't remember exactly, it was a long time ago. 


Then | noticed it." 

"What did you notice?" 

"His heart-shaped face. | wanted to put my tongue in it. Sorry, that's gross." 
"No it isn't. So what happened?" 


| rubbed my knuckles and forefinger. It was enflamed from almost three years of non-stop touring. My mind 


wandered through the mental debris, back to April 1982. 

EK 

SEE 

"l'Il squeeze you in between nothing to do and waiting for death." 


Lars giggled on the floor, his bangs falling in his eyes. "Don't die! Cause like, it will take me ages to find another 


singer and guitarist with your record collection” 

"Heh. Funny, Ulrich. Very funny.” 

"Hey! This is serious fuckin’ business! And your equipment. Anyways-" 
"My equipment?" 


"Yeah!" 


"Yeah!" | imitated him. "Dumbass." 
"Don't be like that. Only the best in my band," he grinned. 
‘Oh, your band?" 


He laughed and bit into an apple. The juice spilled over his chin and he wiped it away. "Anyways, when we're 


done recording the demo, you will come with and take a look" 
"Oh | will, will 1? 

"You come with? You will come with? Oh til helvede med denne Engelsk!" 
| chuckled. "Sure thing, Lars. But you forgot the magic word" 

"Fuck you!" 

"That's two words. 

"Asshole!" 


| turned Saxon up louder and grinned at him. "I said I'll come with you, that's that. Now be a good boy and get 


me another beer, will ya?" 


He cracked open a beer, gave the can opening a good long lick, and then gave it to me with a sweet smile. | 
glared at him and put the can on the table. He stretched out on the carpet and tapped his fingers in time with 
‘Wheels of Steel. 


Pressed against the floor like that, my eyes fell over his neckline and creamy, porcelain skin, and the way his 
jaw curved into a sinuous heart. His lips parted. Moist, pink. Plump. | took a swig of beer, and then grimaced 
when | remembered his lick. Lars giggled, his doe-eyes and baby cheeks scrunched in mirth. | smiled and lay on 


my back beside him. 

When | turned to face him, he looked away. 

| swallowed hard. Those lips. 

Was he feeling it too? How could he possibly be feeling it. There was absolutely nothing cute or attractive 
about me whatsoever. | smoothed my fingers over the bedframe. | needed to touch something. Anything. | was 
feeling hot. Lars shifted onto his front and grabbed a record. His long fingers brushed over the sleeve. | 
kneaded the beer. 


Our eyes locked for a moment, blue to green He said something. 


"What?" 

"Def Leppard!" 

"Sure." 

"After this song!" 

| nodded and looked away. 

He put Def Leppard's High ‘rn’ Dry on the turntable. But instead of playing the album from the beginning, he put 
the needle on the Sth track. The opening riff to ‘Switch’ filled the room and Lars shook his fist in the air. We 
cranked the volume up and rocked out. 

“Awe-somel" he caught his breath. 

"Yeah. We're better." 

"Right" 

We sat on the floor with our backs against the bedframe. | looked at his heart-shaped face and imagined all 
kinds of shit. My hands cradling his neck, his soft curls tickling my fingers. My tongue down his throat. His lips 
wrapped around my dick. Nothing serious. 

Oh - oh - oh! 

What's that? His knee...it touched mine. 

Kind of. 

| cleared my throat. Okay, this was getting fucking ridiculous. 

Be a man, James! 

What's the worst that can happen? He'll call me a fag and never talk to me again. That'll be the end of 
Metallica. | can live with that. | can choke on that. | can start another band with Dave and Ron. They'll totally 
follow me. Yeah. Except that | didn't want to be in a band without Lars. | didn't want anything to do with 
anything without Lars ever again 


He wiggled his nose. "You're such a dope." 


| flashed him a toothy grin. "Yeah?" 


He giggled. 

My heart melted. 

His knee was definitely resting against mine now. Shit. 

| took a deep breath and faced him. His head was slumped over the bed. He looked at me. | never noticed how 
long his lashes were. There's nothing sexier than eyes framed by long luscious eyelashes. Any sex now... mean, 
any second. 

| swept my hand under his head and kissed him. 

He didn't respond. | kissed him again, more persistently this time. His hand hovered over my hip, timidly, before 
drawing me closer to him. | savoured the hint of apple on Lars's tongue as it smoothly swept across my own, 
and then it hit me. | was home. 

EK 


"Were you a virgin?" 


"No. But | didn't have much experience. Our make-out sessions soon became more intense than anything I'd 


done with chicks at that stage. It was the same for him." 

"Would it be fair to say that Lars was your first love?" 

| hunched back and shrugged. "That's fair." 

She made a note. "Okay, James, we're almost done for today. How do you feel?" 

"| feel like Job." 

"Old Testament Job?" 

"Yeah. | feel screwed over by God My dad abandoned me. My mom died. | was an ugly, stupid kid and I've 
grown up to be an ugly, cowardly man. | have never been able to sustain a relationship. | have never been able 
to make anyone happy.” 

"Well, it's not exactly body boils and dead camels, but | understand what you're saying. Looking at what has 
gone amiss is a bad way to go through life, James. Instead, you need to focus on the abundance. On the many 


blessings. I'm going to help you do that" 


| nodded. 


"Thursday at Iam?" 

"Yes," | smiled. "Thank you, Dr Kraft! 

KKK 

When | arrived home, Jason was in the kitchen chopping tomatoes. 

"Hello," | swept my arms around his waist. 

"Hey there. Careful of my fingers, mar" 

| smoothed my palms under his shirt. "I have a vested interest in them. Don't worry” 
"Kind of expected you back hours ago. Were you caught in traffic?" 


"Nope," | kissed his neck. "Went to Mike's. Needed to be alone with my thoughts for a while. Shoot some pool. 
Drink a couple of beers. You get that, right?" 


"Pool and beer, huh? | give you a graceful way to spare my feelings and you clobber me with the facts," he 
grinned. "So how did it go?" 


"Yeah. Interesting," 
“Anything you wanna share?" 


| sat by the wet-bar. "Jase, its gonna take me a while before | can open up about this stuff. | hope you're not 


expecting miracles overnight." 
‘lm not," he shook his head. "I'm just glad you're going.” 
"Cause if | don't, you'll leave me." 


He put the knife on the chopping board and looked at me. "I never said that, James. | haven't as much as 
intimated it. Sure, we have issues, but there's good stuff here." 


| smiled sadly. "So what are you making? Can | help?" 
He chuckled. "Het, | love you, but | don't wanna ever eat anything you prepare." 


"| can make a killer grilled cheese sandwich." 


"And by killer you mean that it'll kill anyone who eats it" 

"Getting a bad reputation around here. I'm gonna hit the shower." 
"Wait, I'm making pasta bake. Do you want tuna or salmon?" 

"Either, mon. It's canned fish." 

"Gratitude. Thats what | like. James, d'ya think you can shower later?" 
"Why?" 

He grinned. 


"Oh, man. I'm getting a fucking complex here, Newsted. Can't even remember the last time we fucked in a bed. 


What is it with you and showers, huh?" 


He chuckled. "We've been on tour for over two years, James. Like, | can't even remember sleeping in a bed, let 


alone doing anything else in it" 
"That's because you always fell asleep as soon as your head hit the pillow." 


"Exactly. So | have fond memories associated with hot steam and your rippling hard muscles. Grin and bear it, 


Hetfield Actually, wait there. | have a few smoking hot memories of us making good use of cargo bays, too." 

| flashed him a grin "Can | freshen up? Use the can? Or shall | save that for you as well?" 

"You can freshen up. I'll allow that." 

| chuckled and left him to the cooking. 

XE% 

Jason and | steamed up the bathroom mirror. We lathered each other up in a slow and sensual scrub down. It's 
amazing what a showerhead and washcloth can do. We took our time. Kissing, sucking, fucking. | had lost my 
powers of reasoning. | was beyond resistance. The grass and the trees, even the sky, disappeared. 

| was not aware of pain, only of the desire that rushed over my body as recklessly as a stream splashes over 
rocks. | was aware that | was with Jason, my Jason, in a place from which | never wanted to leave. But 


sometimes, leaving is necessary. 


Later that night, swathed and sated in each other's arms, Jason was the only living thing in my private hell of 


stifled memories. My deadened history. But the time comes when we must move on So we can leave our 


childhood behind. So we can let go of the past. So we can become better friends, better partners. But leaving is 


never easy. 


Especially for those of us who have nowhere to go. 


The Illness 


September 108 

It's fucked up. However much we plan, and hope, and map things in our minds, life never reads the same script 
we have prepared. It tears up our predictions and laughs at us for presuming to make them. We are a 
presumptions species. We overcomplicate shit. Life is simple, my friends. Brutally simple. Life is getting what 
you want and protecting who you love. Everything else is weakness. 

"Because in the vast landscape of my interior life, you're merely a dust spec." 

"Don't say that.” 

"Why not?" he chuckled. 

| strove to recover my composure. But | trembled like a reed bending in the wind. 


eR 


She emerged from between the bookshelves with a pile of books, smiling her serious smile. | never realised a 
smile could be so solemn until | met Dr Kraft. 


"Are you wearing cologne?" 

"Um, no. Why? Is there something wrong with the way | smell?" 

She sat down. "On the contrary, James. That was a compliment." 

"Oh," | looked at her. 

Then | stared at the ficus. Then | stared at the carpet. 

"How are you feeling today?" 

"Tired," | rubbed my neck. "Had a weird night" 

"Tell me." 

"Lars is staying over. We're writing new material. He and Jason became close over the last year or so, on tour. 


It used to be weird, when Jason and | first hooked up. Not anymore. They're both okay with it. H's weird 


because now that they are, I'm not" 


"So you and Jason have an open relationship?" 
"We have an understanding." 
"Care to elaborate?" 


"We're together. But he accepts Lars, he always has. Lars and | are in a strange place though. It's almost like 
we've regressed back to the early 80s, when shit would happen between us in the dead of night but we would 
act like it never happened. Because of another bass player. Heh. So last night, Jase was fast asleep. He's a 
fucking livewire during the day and a deadbolt at night. Lars and | live in the night. We own it. So we continued 
working alone. The creative tension was unbelievable. We got off on it. We were buzzing. Shit could have so 
easily progressed to something else, but it's like we were surfing a tantric wave. No touching necessary. It was 


wild" 
"So why the strangeness?" 


“Because l'm screwing things up. Again | feel like I'm cheating on Jason, with Lars. And for the last couple of 
years, | feel like I've been cheating on Lars, with Jason. And now that they're closer than ever, and we're all a 


little older and wiser and playing happy families, it feels like a ticking time bomb until they figure it out" 
"Figure what out?" 

| hesitated. 

"James?" 


I'd rather not talk about that," | got up and went to the window. "If you don't mind. Let's just say that l'm 
finding it difficult to shake off old behavioural patterns. That | see a repetition of something terrible. | see it 


looming over me like a fucking train wreck, and I'm paralysed with fear. | can't get off the rail tracks." 


| pressed my cheek to the cool glass. | felt cold. Colder than a well-digger's feet in Alaska. It could have been 
the aircon. | buttoned up my leather jacket. 


"Do you want out?" 
| faced her. "Out?" 


"Out of this dynamic. Sometimes, the mind finds a way to process difficult things that we are unwilling to face 
by circumventing the real issues and putting up a stalemate. It's almost like our minds are tricking us into 
doing what we're too frightened to do by offering another way out. But the problem with that, James, is that 
it's a temporary patch. We're not facing the real issues. So we take to lies, excuses, addictions, anything that 


can patch up the real issues until we find the courage to face them.’ 


| raised my chin in defiance. "Yeah? Well, I'm not making excuses, Dr Kraft. | drink too much, sure. But if | 
wasn't ready to face up to the real issues, | wouldn't be here. And trust me, there are about a million places 
I'd rather be right now." 


"Good. Sacrifice is integral to this process." 


| plopped on the couch and bounced my leg. "And FYI, ! don't want out of this dynamic. Whatever you mean by 
that. | love Lars and Jason to death." 


"What an interesting choice of words." 
"Not everything has a fuckin’ meaning!” 


"Oh, | think it does. Especially for one as creative as you. You're a poet. You're a wordsmith. That's one of the 


reasons why you find it hard to communicate sometimes.” 

Getting pissed here. 

| looked at the ficus. 

"Why are you glaring at my plant?" 

"Because you're getting the wrong ideal This is a waste of time." 

"Are you sure? Because | think you're beginning to understand the root of your problem. Your self- 
perpetuating axis of evil. It isn't pretty, and it's pissing you off. But I'm happy to dance around it with you. 
Until you're ready to articulate it. Until you're ready to enter into an honest relationship with it" 

"| don't enter into relationships, Dr Kraft, | get on them. | mount them. | fuck them. | grab them by the hair 
and kick them in the sides until | make them go where | want. God help the other person if they have a 


different opinion to me." 


She smiled thoughtfully. 


eR 


| don't know if | can change. I'm pretty sure this is as good as it gets. It would be easier gluing dog shit to the 
wind. | guess the real issue l'm struggling with here, is that | don't want to charge. Being broken, and lazy with 
it, is less work Sure, life can be pretty dull at the bottom of that black pitch, but it's safe. Growth hurts. I'd 


rather stagnate. 


"No you wouldn't," Lars twirled his finger around a lock. He was always playing with his hair. It drove me crazy 
with desire. | never told him that. Did he know? Did Jason know? 


Did it fucking matter? 
"Lars," | tore off a page from my notebook. "Here are the lyrics | told you about" 


He hugged his knees to his chest and read them. He met my gaze. "Just like the curse, just like the stray, you 


feed it once, and now it stays?" 
"Yeah, it's shit. | know." 


"Shush," he murmured. "It's fucking incredible," he pored over the page. "Tear me open, but beware, there's 


things inside without a care," he recited and put the page down. 

"So maybe tomorrow, when Kirk-" 

He lunged over me, pinning me down. He cradled my face with his hands and gazed into my eyes. | looked away. 
He grabbed my chin and forced me to look at him. He was crying, silently. | touched his hair and smoothed my 
thumbs under his eyes, wiping away the tears. We kissed. It was the slowest kiss we ever shared. 

Jason stretched out on his front and stroked Lars's hair. 

EK 

"Last Thursday we talked about our minds creating symptoms to overcompensate for unresolved issues that 
fester within us. You said something interesting about your need to control your relationships. | suspect this 
may have something to do with losing control during your relationship with Cliff. But let's retract from the 
analysis for now, and go back to Lars. We haven't spoken about Cliff yet and | understand that there are some 
painful memories there. So we'll tread gently. There's no rush, okay?" 

| nodded. 

"So how are things between you and Lars at the moment?" 

"Pretty damn good," | swept my palm over my thigh. 

"Are you having sex again?" 

"No." 


"You're blushing." 


"No I'm not," | smiled. "H's like | said. We're regressing. Rediscovering each other, but it's all pretty chaste so 
far. We're being productive. Things are good" 


"And Jason?" 


| smiled. "Jason is the sun. | don't think it's possible to be around Newsted and be angry. He has a soothing 
effect on me, and on Lars. Which is new, trust me." 


"How is your sex life with Jason?" 

"Great. Always has been" 

"How long has it been since you and Lars had sex?" 

"Um, do handjobs count?" 

"Yog" 

"Last night. But that's like, habitual behaviour for us. It doesn't mean anything." 
"Why do you stop at handjobs? | presume you meant that literally." 
"| did. | guess we're being cautious." 

"Because of Jason?" 

| chuckled. "Dr Kraft, Jason was there, last night." 

"Interesting." 

"Aint it just." 

She smiled. "Have Lars and Jason ever had sex?" 

"Heh. Not really." 

"You don't sound sure." 

‘I'm screwing with ya. They haven't 

‘It sounds like you're all screwing with each other." 


| laughed. "It's not as sordid as that. Really, it's all out in the open It has to be, otherwise we wouldn't have 
been able to function as a band these last couple of years." 


"So what's changed, James? If things are so hunky dory?" 

"| never said they were hunky dory. All I'm saying is that we don't sneak around. That's one lesson | learnt 
from what happened with Cliff. | was trying to spare Lars's feelings by keeping him at arm's length and ended 
up breaking his heart. Then he married this chick who was totally wrong for him, and that broke my heart." 
"Do you think Lars married her to get back at you?" 

| frowned. "OF course not. But it created a rift between us. In hindsight, | think it's one of the reasons | hooked 
up with Jason. It was an intense period for all of us. We were recording our last album, they were getting 
divorced. All of kinds of fucked up shit was happening. Look, | have many faults, Dr Kraft, but being deceitful 
isn't one of them. | have never lied to Lars, or anyone, in my entire life." 

"Just yourself" 

| looked at the ficus. "Whatever." 

"IFs like you say, James. Behaviour is habitual. But it can be reprogrammed." 

"Bullshit" 


She scribbled in her notebook. 


| shook my head. "Behaviour is like a path you walk over and over again. You follow that path and you don't 


fuckin’ think about it. How can you reprogramme a path?" 

"In therapy, we learn why the paths in our heads are formed the way they are-" 

"Why we're fucked up. Yeah, | get that. But whenever we walk out into the real world, it's a problem. Because 
we still walk down the same path and make the same choices. The same mistakes. We fall into the same rut 
and self-destructive patterns. Because people can't change, Dr Kraft. Because behaviour is habitual." 

"Look at you and Lars. You're changing.” 


"We're regressing. That's not the same thing.” 


"| completely agree. You said that in the early days, you sneaked around each other. There was turmoil and 
anxiety. You didn't discuss your feelings." 


"We were kids back then Of course we didn't discuss our feelings!" 


"You're still not discussing your feelings, James. You're dancing around them." 


| heaved a sigh. "What do you want?" 
"Tell me how you feel about Lars” 

"He's my partner.” 

"You haven't answered my question” 
‘He's my best friend! 

"You still haven't answered my question’ 
"He's my fucking soulmate, okay?" 

"You still haven't answered my question" 
| looked at my watch. "Gee, is that the time?" 
"Tell me how you feel about Lars” 

"Fuck youl | don't owe you any answers’ 


"Tell me how you feel about Lars." 


"MY EYES DON'T FUCKING FUNCTION UNLESS LARS IS THERE FOR ME TO LOOK AT! I LOVE THE FUCKER SO 
MUCH THAT | DON'T EVEN RECOGNISE IT AS LOVE. IT'S MADNESS. THAT'S ALL IT'S EVER BEEN, DOCTOR. A 
FUCKING ILLNESS!" 


EK 

What a failure. This gift, this curse, whatever it is. It consumes you and blots out everything else. Friends, 
family, sanity. | needed someone to blame, so | blamed my art. The music. And like a rabid child made werewolf 
under the silvery waxing moon, it needed its pound of flesh. | would happily give of my own. But I'll be damned 
if | let this curse fuck with Jason. He was innocent. He was the sun. He didn't deserve this. 

"Jason," | bit my lip. "We need to end this." 

He looked at me. 


"Shit's kicking off in therapy," | turned away from him. "I don't think | can do this." 


"James." 


| shook my head. "You don't deserve this.” 

"Yeah. So breaking up with me is the answer. Why do you always fucking do this?" 

"Do what? I'm trying to spare y-" 

"My feelings! Right, by pushing me away and breaking my heart. Great job, Hetfield! Consider my feelings 
spared! Listen to me dumbass, I'm not letting you and your pathological human bypass end this. We're gonna 
work through this. You, me, and Lars. You WILL NOT fuck everything up just because you're terrified” 

| walked away. 

He grabbed my shoulders. | shoved him against the wall and he punched me. 

| touched my nose, it was bleeding. 

He drew me to him. "James," his eyes watered. "Please?" 

| nodded and we embraced. 

XE% 

"Let's talk about desire." 

"By all means," | flashed her a grin. 

"You're thinking of sexual desire, which is natural. But I'd like to illustrate that desire can extend beyond the 
realm of lust, and when that happens, it can overwhelm you and be destructive. So tell me about the first 
time you felt overwhelmed” 

| crossed my fingers over my abdomen and looked at the ficus. 

"Probably a few months after Lars and | first kissed. My senses became fine-turned to squeezing every 
pleasure from each moment with him. But it was distracting. Kind of like, getting in the way of shit. We would 
be writing songs. The air would become stiflingly hot and oppressive. Daytime was something to toil through 
until we could be together under the cover of night. | remember trembling. My throat feeling dry, constricted. 
| would look at Lars and salivate. Yeah, so that's when | felt overwhelmed." 

"How did you deal with it?" 


"| drank a lot of beer." 


"How do you deal with it now?" 


"| drink a lot of beer." 


She made a note. "James, desire isn't necessarily associated with the object that would seem to satisfy it, but 
rather with the object that arouses it. For instance, a fetish." 


"| don't have any fetishes. But | do have an insatiable libido." 
"Define insatiable." 


"Well, | need to come twice, maybe three times a day. But it's interesting what you said about desire, because 
it doesn't always register in that way. I'm easily aroused, but most of the time it's nervous energy. That's 
what | meant about the handjobs, with Lars. We'll be jacking each other off without even realising we're doing 
it. | can't tell you how many times we'll be doing something like working or watching TV, or reading, whatever. 
Then all of a sudden one of us blows or hands the other, and then we go back to doing whatever it was we 
were doing before that. Without even mentioning it. In fact, we rarely talk about sex. We'll say stuff like, ‘suck 
me’. But that's as far as it goes." 


"Its different with Jason?" 


"Yeah. Jason and | actually plan that shit. Baths and fucking candles. I'm not the most romantic person. I'll do 
anything to please the person I'm with and seeing them get off gets me off. But most of the time | see sex as 
just sex. An itch that need scratching. The only time in my life where sex had a different, heavier 


psychological dimension.” 
"Was with Cliff?" 


| nodded. "Yeah. That wasn't about scratching an itch, or making love. It was about control. I'll tell you right up, 
l'm not demonising Cliff here. He wasn't as manipulative as | like to think he was. Maybe l'm the one 


manipulating my own memories.” 
"And this is what we call a breakthrough. Well done." 
‘| haven't told you anything yet." 


Its what you're allowing yourself to consider. This is the first time I've seen any evidence of you taking 
responsibility, James. I'd like you to think about something for our next session. Desire is almost always related 
to the symbolic representation of the forbidden, which is essential for it to exist, and in fact keeps it alive. It 
order to keep desire alive, we become self-inhibitors. What have you been inhibiting, James? Something has 
stilted inside you, perhaps as a result of painful memories, or something in the dynamic with Cliff. Either way, 
it has short-circuited your ability to develop healthy relationships. | want you to think about this. Are you 
ready to talk about Cliff?" 


"Yes." 

"Good. See you next Monday. 

XE% 

When | got home later that afternoon, Lars was standing in the hall with one hand holding drum sticks and the 
other on the back of his head. He was looking at a wall chart with our schedule for the next two months. We 
all had them in our homes. The sight of this familiar gesture filled my heart, and | hugged him as if | belonged 
there. 


As if he belonged in my arms. 


| held him tightly, speaking close to his ear. "Can't tell you how good it feels to come home to you. Thank you, 


for accepting Jason's request. Where is he?" 

"You just missed him, he went to Kirk's. We had a good practice and worked out the rhythm for ‘Until It 
Sleeps’. By the way, James, please don't fucking thank me for accepting his request, or some shit like that. 
There's nowhere else I'd rather be" 

| held his beautiful face in my hands. "You saying what | think you are?" 

"That's a dangerous question" 

"Yeah," | brushed my thumb over his lips. 

"Yeah." 

EK 

| awoke from a brief nap to find Lars looking out of the window. He looked pensive but released from care. We 
had spent the evening working and making plans. He sensed me looking at him and climbed into bed with me. It 
had been a while since we lay in bed together. As the sky darkened over the roofs of Marin County, it 
occurred to me that maybe | wasn't such a failure after all. If Jason loved me. If Lars, ever loved me. 

| sat up. "Lars?" 

He knelt over my lap, straddling me. "Yes?" 


"| need to ask you a difficult question" 


His eyes gazed into mine, searching. 


‘Lars, really difficult. You don't even have to answer." 

"Go on" 

"Have you," | swallowed. Shit, this was so hard. "Have you ever been in love with me?" 

| could feel him sinking in my lap. 

He pressed his forehead to mine. "Once a Neanderthal, always a Neanderthal." 

| was too scared to ask him what he meant by that. 

So | reverted to old patterns. To habitual behaviour. | twisted my hand around his hair and pulled his head 
backwards, leaning in to kiss his neck and collarbone. | tugged hard. | was hurting him. Lars whimpered. His hair 
felt warm in my palm and | drew him closer to me with my free arm. As | smoothed my hand around his 


waist and unzipped him, released him, and stroked him, | watched his eyes soften and flutter shut. 


| let go of his hair and held his neck instead. As the room filled with his soft, sweet sighs and moans, | told 


myself that desire is madness greater even than the madness of love. 


And there is no escape from its torture. 


The Moon € The Sun 


September 1983 


“Outta my way, outta my day, outta your mind and into mine! Into no one, into no one, ah shit, fuck! FUCK!" 
"What's wrong now?" Kirk sighed. 
"Shut up!" 


"Dude, you can mess around with the EQ later. We're months away from recording this shit anyway. Why is it 


bothering you so much?" 
| kicked one of my EMG pickups and it smashed against Lars's bass drum. 
"James!" 

"Fuck you!" 

"CALM DOWN" 

| glared at Lars and cracked open another bottle of beer. 


It's fucking scooped!" | growled. "All lows and highs, the mid-range is non-existent on this crap. Shit. When we 


place it in the mix it's gonna eat up all the lower frequencies.” 


"Who cares?" Jason scowled. "I don't give a shit about my bass right now! I'm more concerned about your 


fucking lower frequencies!" 
"Whatever." 
"Okay," Lars crossed his arms. "Let's take a break Maybe get some food." 


| guzzled my beer and switched the mike off, purposefully sloping it against the stack so that it feedbacked the 


fuck out of itself. The others winced and covered their ears. 


| grinned. "Hamster, | like your idea. We can EQ it through the board a little, just like we did on the Black 


"Het, you're fucking drunk Go home and sober up." 


"Im happy right here." 

"You're making us all miserable." 

| smirked. "That's life, Jase. Misery, with the odd light slanting in for taxes and dental." 
Lars rolled his eyes. "James, what do you want?" 

"A haircut." 

Kirk laughed. "Yeah? The same crew cut | gave Jason last year?" 

"And l'm shill traumatised by it! Fucking pyrotechnics nearly ended this band" 


"Yeah, think | might know something about that. But your mane is back, Newsted. I'll never be able to play 
without a pick again. It's just as well that Kirk is shit hot" 


"James—" 


"That's okay. | can live with being a mediocre guitarist. I'm a mediocre kind of guy. Kirk! | saw the sweetest 
Gretsch White Falcon in a mag the other day. Let's go shopping!" 


"Sure thing. Just give me your credit cards." 

"Why?" 

"Because I'm not letting you spend any money when you're drunk. 
"lim going home," Jason unplugged his bass. 


"Wait, Newsted! Don't go!" | pleaded. "Look, I'm sorry. I'll drink coffee, I'll have something to eat. Pizza! I'll sober 


up! Please? Don't leave me? Please?" 


| must have sounded pitiful because they all regarded me with pained expressions. They exchanged looks and 
some kind of inscrutable understanding flashed in their eyes. As usual, | was outside on the perimeter. A party 
of one to a fucking congress of three. 


| know what you fuckers want. You want me to play the damn thing with my fingers, pull on the strings and 
slap my scabs against the frets! Ain't that right? You want my fingers to bleed and be all percussive and shit. 
Well guess what, that's Jason's job! That's Lars's job! THAT AIN'T MY BITCH!" 


My beer bottle smashed on the floor. 


eR 


There comes a time in our lives when we must expose our weaknesses. When our secrets can no longer 
remain private. When our solitude can no longer be denied. When our pain can no longer be ignored. But 


sometimes we feel so alone, so gut-wrenchingly alone, that a weakness we thought we had overcome becomes 


too strong to fight. 

"How are you feeling today? 

Borderline suicidal. 

"Hungover." 

"Did you go on another bender?" 

| bobbed against the headrest. 

"Why did you feel the need to do that?" 
"To blot out certain somethings." 

"Tell me one of them." 


"This month is the Ith anniversary of Cliffs death. | always fall into a black hole around this time of year. | 
think the others have forgotten, so it's just me and my crazy." 


"You think you're crazy?" 

"As a shithouse mouse." 

"0h?" 

"Maybe not in the clinical sense. Look, | don't wanna talk about it” 
"Why?" 

"Cause it's making me angry." 


"Okay," she made a note. "Last Thursday you said that you were willing to start talking about Cliff. To share 


your feelings and memories of him. ls that still the case?" 


| shrugged. "Why not. It's a finger snapping kind of day." 


"Tell me about him." 

"Cliff? Smart. He had that kind of easy, effortless charm. Quick witted”" 

"You're smiling.” 

"He made me laugh. He made everyone laugh." 

"Would you say that you had a good connection? A bond?" 

"Sure. He and Lars were fast friends, too. Cliff and Dave got on well. In fact, he was the only person who was 
able to calm Mustaine down when he got into one of his violent drunken tantrums. He had a kind of soothing 
quality. A knack for reaching people." 

"Did he reach you?" 

"Yeah." 

"What were you like back then?" 


"The same oaf you see before you now, heh. | haven't changed much." 


"James, let's leave Cliff aside for a moment. | want you to close your eyes and tell me what you don't like 


about yourself. Don't be smart. Don't be angry. Just be honest." 
"We could be here a while, Dr Kraft." 
She smiled. "Go on" 


| closed my eyes and leaned back against the headrest. "Stuff | don't like about myself. I'm worthless. I'm stupid. 


| ruin things. l'm ugly as sin. How's that?" 

"Try and find some sense of how long you have felt this way." 

"| don't know. Since | was about nine or ten" 

"So this is an opinion you formed a long time ago about yourself. Open your eyes. | want you to imagine a ten 
year-old version of yourself sitting beside you on the couch. This is the little boy who first believed that he 
was worthless, stupid and ugly. | want you to imagine him sitting there right now. Tell that little boy that he's 


worthless." 


"l'm not gonna do that" 


"Tell that little boy that he's stupid. 
"| don't want to. 

"Tell that little boy that he's ugly. That he ruins things. Because that's what you do every single day when you 
say that to yourself When you convince yourself that you're an embarrassment. A burden. Look at that boy, 
James. Don't you think he's ugly?" 
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"Or worthless?" 
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"Or an embarrassment? Unlovable? Useless?" 

"Stop it! Nol Okay? No" 


"What do you want to say to that little boy, James? If he said to you that that's how he felt about himself, 


what would you tell him?" 

| stared at the ficus. 

"James? What would you say to that little boy?" 

"That he's fine." 

"| didn't hear you." 

“That he's fine just the way he is." 

"Then that's what you need to tell yourself, when the blackness beckons. Soothe yourself as you would a child. 
You are not worthless. You are not stupid. You are nof ugly. You are an accomplished artist. You are 
successful. You are loved. And far from being stupid, it wouldn't surprise me if your IQ topped the score 
above 125." 

| rubbed my temples. 

"Drink some water, James." 


| did as she instructed. 


"Now, | want you to share a memory of Cliff. Not any memory, but one of the last memories you have of 


Cliff that bears a direct relevance to your source of pain You don't have to explain it. We don't have to talk 
about it. | just want you to share it." 


| rubbed my face. Then | shook my head. 

"Take your time. There is no rush." 

| closed my eyes and pushed through the cobwebs. 

EK 

"Cliff, enough!" 

"Why are you so mad?" 

"Because we've been riding this roller-coaster for months now and | wanna get off!" 
"Easily done.." 

"BACK OFF! TOUCH ME ONE MORE TIME AND-" 

"Don't bother, amigo. I'll be feeding maggots by the end of the year anyway." 
"Please, stop it" 

"Wanna suck my dick? While you still can?" 


"IIl tell you what. Let me cut you with that knife | bought in Copenhagen. I'll make four beautiful bass string 


cuts. If you manage not to flinch, I'll do whatever you want" 
"Whatever | want?" 

| hesitated. "Yeah" 

"Shit, Hetfield. Easiest lay I'l ever get! You're on" 

"Wait. | haven't told you what happens if you lose" 
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"No more fucking Mithras. I'm serious. That's it We're done" 


"But James! Rex Sacrorum! Sanitarium" 


"SHUT UPI It ain't funny! Are you in or are you out?" 

"Oh hell yeah," he chuckled. "And when | win, I'm gonna spread you over the altar real nice. I'll anoint your skin 

and suck you off. And then, James, I'll split you open and fuck you so hard that you won't be able to move for 
days. Sure you wanna do this? Shit, dude, are you getting hard? You know, we could just spare each other the 
preliminaries." 

"When have we ever spared each other anything?" 

He laughed. 

Another part of me died. 
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"Good morning, San Francisco! When you arise this morning, think of what a precious privilege it is to be alive! To 


breathe! To think! To enjoy! To love-" 
"Jason!" 
He smiled and turned the radio off. 


| climbed on top of him. "Why," | kissed his neck, "do you insist," | trailed my tongue along his shoulder and 


sucked, "on waking me up with fucking KFAX every morning?" 
"Because they're peppy. They make me laugh. Oh, God" 
"Yep?" 


| grabbed some lube and spread it over our morning wood. Then we had some fun of the slide and glide 


variety, rubbing our dicks up and down and against each other. 
"Oh, fuck No, no!" 

"What?" 

‘Lars, he's in the shower.” 

me 


| wrapped my hand around our dicks and stroked us together while grazing Jason's chest. He squirmed 
underneath me and mumbled all kinds of unintelligible shit. 


“That's right, let go." 

"James," he moaned and arched into me. 

“That's it. Come undone," | let go of my own dick and focused on him. 

| pumped his cock with the speed of a thousand rockets launching into space. 
"Come for me, Jason, now" 

"Shit...fuck..!" 


A jet of pearly come shot over my hand and onto Jason's lube-slickened abdomen. It was a mess. A beautiful, 


sticky, mess. God, | loved Jason's mess. 

"Good morning.” 

"Morning," he breathed. 

| wanted to tell Jason that | loved him. That | was crazy about him. 

But | didn't say shit like that. 

"Okay," | got out of bed. "Excuse me while | join our drummer in the shower." 
He chuckled and grabbed a tissue. 

"Hello," | opened the shower curtain and grinned at Lars's surprised expression. 
"Uh, hil” 

"Hil I'm James Hetfield, have we met?" 

He giggled. "You look familiar." 


"Yeah? Does this fee/ familiar?" my lube and mess-slickened fist closed around his junk. He gasped and | dug my 
fingers into his hair. "Does it, Lars?" 


"Yeah." 


| kissed him deeply. He was probably expecting me to slam him against the wall as per norm. But | kissed him 
slowly and sensually, taking my time with his tongue and his dick, the soapy suds washing over our bodies in a 


surge of hot, fragrant steam. 

"James," he moaned. 

"Well, some people call me God. But James is cool." 

He grabbed my ass. "Okay, God suck me." 

"Fanden, Lars! Great minds!" 

He laughed. 

| knelt down and took him into my mouth. Lars moaned and held on to the shower rail. This time, | didn't draw 
shit out. | wanted him to come hard and fast and in my face. After Il years, Lars knew how to interpret my 
sexual urges with no words or instructions. Well, he had no choice. | wasn't the most talkative person 

But it wasn't lost on either one of us that this was the farthest we had gone with each other in months. Lars 
too wanted a quick and brutal release. | could feel his need rippling in his muscles and the way he thrust into 
my mouth. | loved Lars fucking my mouth like that. | loved fucking his skull. Ours was a feral love. 

| sucked him good and hard. He seized my head. 

Then he yanked me away and shot his load in my face with a throaty moan 

He collapsed onto the bathmat. But | wasn't done yet. | was only getting started. And | wanted to fuck him. 
"Lars..." 

"| need a shower." 

We laughed. 

My smile faded. It had been a long time since we had gone down that road. Over a year ago, before my 
pyrotechnic accident. It didn't feel like something | could simply ask him to do anymore. Fuck. | could feel the 
walls and blackness building up again. 

But who said | had to ask him? 

Once upon a time, if | wanted Lars, | took him. 

| got out of the tub and sat on the chair by the laundry basket. Lars followed me with big green eyes. Always 


searching, always prodding. | met his gaze. My wet hair stuck to my cheek. | swept the long strands away from 
my shoulders. One of these days | was going to have a fucking haircut. | had enough of it. Of being defined by 


"James? What are you thinking?" 

I'm thinking that | want you to grab that conditioner and come here." 

"Oh yeah?" he smiled. "And what makes you think I'm gonna do that?" 

| wasn't smiling. "Because | told you to." 

"Fuck you," he scrunched his nose and disappeared behind the shower curtain. 
"Lars." 

He peeped around it. 

| narrowed my eyes, my voice was low. "Grab that conditioner, and come here." 


He did as | asked. He was blushing. | was fucking right. We were regressing. | must remember to tell Dr Kraft 


about this. 

"Good," | gave myself a lazy stroke. | was rock hard. "Now, kneel down" 

He gave me a half-smile. Smug motherfucker. 

We'll see about that. 

| gave myself another couple of pumps. Lars looked at my dick and swallowed. He was salivating. Good. | rubbed 
my thumb over my cockhead and precum seeped out. | moaned and gritted my teeth. Then | brushed my 
thumb over his lips, daubing my precum over them like lipstick Something flashed in Lars's eyes. Shock. Lust. 
Obedience. 


"Suck me." 


He grazed his mouth against my cock and moved his hand up and down my shaft. Then he flicked his tongue 
over the frenulum and circled the head slowly. 


"Fuck yeah," | hissed. "Nice and slow." 
He moaned. 


Fuck, Lars... 


We were born to make all kinds of music together. 

KKK 

"You look happy today." 

"Uh huh. | had a good morning.” 

She smiled. "Jason?" 

| chuckled. "Yeah, and then Lars, in quick succession" 

"Really?" 

"Well, not exactly. | got Jason off and then joined Lars in the shower. We did stuff but then our manager 
showed up. Anyway, Lars blushed. Like when | suggested that we have sex, he actually blushed. That hasn't 
happened in years." 

"You mean full penetrative sex?" 

"Yeah." 

"Do you think you and Lars are ready for that?" 

"| hope so." 


"How does Jason feel about that?" 


"Uh, | don't know. Maybe | should discuss it with him first, but he didn't mind when we used to do it. Then 


again, | suppose Jason and | are more committed now." 

It might be worth checking in with him. Remember not to assume things." 

"Okay." 

"Now, earlier this week you shared a painful memory of Cliff. You were bartering a deal. It sounded like you 
were trying to get rid of something. You mentioned the word Mithras. Would you like to explain the 
circumstances?" 


| pulled a loose thread in the fold of my denims. It came apart. 


"No. 


"That's perfectly all right. Tell me more about Cliff. Perhaps something that might shed light on the memory 


you shared with me." 
| met her gaze. "Have you ever heard of the NSAC?" 
"Can't say | have." 


‘National Spiritualist Association of Churches," | got up and leaned against the wall. "Cliffs family are 
Spiritualists. Are you familiar with that term?" 


"A form of Christian worship involving mediumship, theosophy?" 

| nodded. "Think of Evangelism and add stuff like séances, channelling, omens, amulets, all kinds of weird shit. 
Personal connection to the Holy Spirit, speaking in tongues," | shook my head. "And | thought my family was 
fucked up. Which, of course, they really are-but that's a whole other session. Anyway, so Cliff was, uh, what 
some people might call a psychic. His brother died when he was 13 and became like his spirit guide, or some shit 
like that. Can't believe I'm actually talking about this stuff” 

"Go on, James." 

| sat on the couch and scratched my chin. "So yeah. We all thought it was weird. But it became apparent that 
it's just Cliff, you know? We'd be watching a game and all of a sudden he had a vision or a message for one of 
us. He knew stuff. Stuff that we never told him. Or like the phone would ring and he knew who it was and what 
they wanted. | thought he was tripping half the time. He was into shrooms, acid, stuff like that." 

"What's your relationship with drugs?" 

"My drug is alcohol. Not really into anything else." 

"Okay, carry on. So he was using hallucinogenics?" 

"Yeah. Anyway, we got used to it. Then the scary stuff started happening.” 

"What scary stuff?" 

| flexed my fingers. "Don't wanna talk about it. Maybe next time, okay?" 

She nodded and scribbled in her notebook. 
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The house was quiet. | called out and no one answered. 


| went upstairs to the bedroom and found Lars poring over papers on the bed. He sat up, cheeks flushed and 
hair tousled. He looked so exquisite that it made my chest ache. There was a softness in his eyes that was 
almost unfamiliar to me. A new vulnerability in someone who was normally so guarded and analytical. 

"Hey," he smiled. 

| smiled back and took my shoes and jacket off. 

"How did it go?" 

| climbed over him and pulled his shirt over my head. 

"James!" he squirmed. 


| breathed in his scent and kissed his abdomen. "I'm staying here." 


"That's okay. Knock yourself out. But when you're done sniffing me, you gotta sign these contracts. FedEx will 
be here first thing." 


"Can't you forge my signature?" 

‘| can and often do. But | need to talk to you and Jason about some of the contracts. Kirk and | have some 
doubts about the claims policy and overhead fees. You guys need to take a look. By the way we're a lot richer 
than we thought we were. James? James you're tickling me! Stop it! Oh fuck, its your tache," he giggled and 
flicked my ear. 

"Where's Newsted?" 

“Should be back any minute." 

"Lars," | bit him. 

"Ouch! Yeah?" 

"l'm happy." 


"Really?" 


"Yeah. | mean, this is me we're talking about. So itll be back to death, doom and gloom pretty soon. Maybe even 
some thrash. But I'm feeling good." 


Lars chuckled. "Well, | think you're gonna feel even better any second now." 


"Why?" 

The bed dipped to my left and a hand swept under my shirt and rubbed my back 
"Can you breathe in there, Het?" 

"Hello!" | emerged from under Lars's shirt and flashed them the toothiest of grins. 
They laughed. Jason and | embraced. | lay between them and hugged them to me. 
"You guys eaten?" Jason asked. 

"No. Jason, we have these cont" 

"Not now, Lars! Shit. Leave it until the morning.” 

"Okay. But I'm setting the alarm to Tam." 

Fine by me," Jason yawned. 

| caressed both of them and nodded off. 

After a time, | stirred and heard them whispering. 

"You awake, James?" 

Hm" 

"Dinner?" 

"Play, fuck or drink. Not getting up for anything else." 

‘lm starving," Jason murmured. "Lars?" 

"Yeah. Shall we order in?" 

"Yep" 

Someone ruffled my hair. | grunted. 


They chuckled softly. 


"James," Jason rubbed my shoulder. "If you fall asleep, you never know what you might miss out on. Really, | 


would stay tuned if | were you." 

| lifted my head and arched a brow. 

Jason tipped Lars's face up and kissed him. 

The world around me stopped moving. 

Lars wound his hands into Jason's hair and deepened their kiss, as if he wanted to do that from the first day 
that he met him. Jason's hair curled around his fingers, a silky sunblast of colour. A liquid sensation swooped 
through my stomach. They kissed slowly, like gently crackling fire. Lars pulled Jason to him, bringing their 
bodies together. 

Desire. 

When it is sparked, deep and unforgiving, from sky to earth, there is no going back 

As | watched the moon and the sun, Lars and Jason, eclipse before my eyes, their sounds became a bass-line 
tremor that rippled through my flesh. A pulse as physical as the blood in my veins. And it was vibrating. | 
reached into my jeans. | released myself. 

Our moans resounded in the dark room like the murmurings of something beyond my understanding. Like 
shadowy wraiths and apparitions. On and on and on it went, and as the chorus quickened into climax, | felt 
omnipotent. Immortal. 


We are ever challenged to pursue that which brings us immortality. 


This is our curse, and the source of all greatness. 


His Arms, My Hearse 


Author's Notes: 
Many thanks to the wonderful Dr Aristide, a psychiatrist and neurologist, whom | consulted while writing this 


chapter. Follows on from events in The Confession 


October IV 

Milton said that when Alexander the Great saw the breadth of his domain, he wept, for there were no more 
worlds to conquer. My domain is my head, and l'm weeping for the opposite reason. The world has conquered 
me. There are moments when | sit in a room and say nothing, think nothing, that connects me to anything at 
all. My essence is distilled into a kind of holding cell until | am ready to emerge and engage once again That's 
one of the reasons | picked up a guitar. It gave me the wherewithal to disconnect without having to explain 
shit. Are we really all connected? And if we are, I'm not convinced that its such a good thing. If everything is 
connected, does that mean that everything can be manipulated and controlled by those who know how to pull 
strings? The proverbial puppet masters? 

"What do you mean you can't remember?" 

"| was HAMMERED!" 

"Did it actually happen, James?" 


"Gee, fuckface, are you diagonally parked in a parallel universe? Because | seem to recall your ugly ass in the 
room last night when | was fucking her." 


"Oh, | remember. But that doesn't count 

"Whatever," | tuned my guitar. 

He pushed forward and kicked over a bottle. "You know why?" 
| met his gaze. 

"Because you were thinking of Lars! Or was it me?" 

He was pinned in a deathlock underneath me within seconds. 


"Oh, Het. Funny how you always end up doing exactly what | want you to." 


"Did | mention that kick in the groin you'll be getting if you touch me?" 


"Fuck," he shifted beneath me. "I don't need to touch you, man You're doing all the work yourself. | will occupy, 
| will help you die, | will run through you-" 


| slugged him. 

"NOW | RULE YOU TOO!" 

| punched him. 

But there was no mistaking the glee in his eyes, or the rock in my pants. 
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| was incandescent with anger. But | was trying to pretend that | wasn't. That's what happens when your 
partner calls your therapist and tells her that you are suicidal. 


| understood why Lars did it, but | was furious. People who really want to take their lives go about their quiet 
business and get the job done. They do not walk into a confessional and take the sacrament of fucking penance. 


| wasn't trying to scare Lars and Jason. | wasn't trying to elicit their sympathies. | was hurting. 


His conversation with Dr Kraft resulted in a psychiatric assessment including tests to evaluate the risk of 
self-harm and other pre-existing disorders. My diagnosis was inconclusive. Alcoholic in a downward spiral to 
delirium. Paranoid with an ethylen-toxic change of personality. Conditions like Wernicke's encephalopathy and 
Korsakow's syndrome were bandied around like billiard balls. | was told that if | continued the way | was going, | 
was headed for a no-holds-barred nervous breakdown. At the end of an arduous day, | was prescribed 
antidepressants. | was three licks of a lamb's tail away from throwing my shit into a bag and taking off. Not 
because | wanted to kill myself. 


Because | wanted to be left alone. 
"James," Lars leaned against the doorframe. "Please don't sleep in here." 


| had moved into the guest bedroom. | was angry. But like | said, | was doing my best to repress it. After all, | 


would have done the same thing if the situation were reversed. 


"Nah," | turned a page in the book | was reading. ‘Hell's Angels‘ by Hunter S. Thompson. "You know how restless 


I've been. Don't wanna wake you guys up." 
He sat on the edge of the bed. "Can sleep with you?" 


"That would defeat the objective." 


"Punishing me?" 

"Well, that's part of it.” 

He looked away. Then he went to the window and drew the curtains. 

| did what | had to do. If you wanna be an asshole about it, be my guest" 

"That's why l'm putting distance between us. So that | don't act like an asshole or do anything to hurt you. But 
| can't sleep with you right now. Oh and by the way, Lars, | mean that quite literally. | dont want to sleep with 
you. But if you feel like sucking me off or opening your legs, I'll be happy to vent my anger towards you in 
that way." 

He heaved a sigh. 

"Yeah. Perhaps you're better off with Jason" 

"Thought you weren't going to be an ass." 

"Did I? Let me turn on the part of my brain that gives a fuck" 

He shook his head. "Right. See you tomorrow." 


"Have fun. Tell Newsted | said hi." 


He lingered by the door for a moment, and then faced me. "James, what do you want? Do you want me to not 


be with Jason when you're not there? Do you want me to leave?" 

| put the book down. "l'm angry. You're pushing my buttons." 

"By caring for you?" 

| can't win this conversation. There's no point in having it" 

He laughed humourlessly. "Fuck you. Do you realise what you've just said? You can't win so there's no point. 
Like, is that what this is about for you? Exacting authority? Winning? Because let me tell you, James. We're all 
losing here. We're all suffering!" 


"Which is why | wanted to end it. Heh, let's not go there." 


Lars welled up. "James! | am hanging on by a fucking thread here. If terrifying me and lashing out is what you 
need to do to get through this, I'll take it as best | can," he sobbed. "But | honestly don't know what will be left 


of me at the end of it" 

He closed the door behind him. 

| felt sick. 

By hurting Lars, | was only hurting myself. 

| went to the bathroom and took a shower, letting the fragrant hot steam soothe the savage beast that raged 
within me. | towelled off and went downstairs to the lounge where | played the acoustic and wrote some lyrics. 
I'm not sure how long | was down there, but when | could no longer deny the heaviness in my bones, | climbed 

upstairs and went to the master bedroom. Lars and Jason were asleep. | crawled in beside them. Just as | was 
about to nod off, Lars drew closer and curled into the nook under my chin. | pulled my arm around him and 


held him tight. He squeezed my hand. Peace, at last. 


RK 

From black holes to the deepest structures of space and time, there is a strange and mysterious world 
surrounding us. For most of the time its secrets are hidden from our senses. Its one of the simplest and yet 
one of the most profound questions in science, the search to understand the nature of reality. But on this 
quest, common sense is no guide. The law of quantum mechanics dictates that you can pass through a wall 
But how offen do you fucking see people passing through walls? Very rarely. Unless you happen to see a ghost. 
Or you're psychic. Or happen to have Cliff Burton in your band. 

"How are you feeling today?" 

"Thought you knew what was going on in my head at every moment." 

"Maybe | do and want to hear it from you." 

"| feel tired. Like I've been carrying around this big backpack of bullshit for years." 

"Have you been taking your meds?" 


"Yeah." 


"Good. A few weeks ago, | asked you to share some of the things you didn't like about yourself. Now I'd like you 
to tell me some things that you do like about yourself.” 


| sighed. 


"Anything." 


"Can't think of anything." 
"If | were to ask one of your friends what they liked about you, what would they say?" 
| shrugged. "Depends who you asked" 


"I've noticed that every time you come into this room, you take the longer way round to that couch. | thought 
maybe you are trying to avoid that mirror over there." 


| chuckled dryly. "Maybe you should open a detective agency." 

"You know what, James? l'm 47 years old and | still get blackheads. | have bags under my eyes that make me 
look like I've battled a lifelong heroin addiction Having said that, check out my shiny raven locks and big brown 
eyes. | look fantastic." 

"Does your train of thought have a caboose?" | arched my brow. 

"As a matter of fact it does,” she smiled. "| want you to make it your mission to look in the mirror every day, 
and no matter how many things you see that you don't like, | want you to say something positive about 
yourself." 

"That's the weirdest thing I've ever heard" 

"Is it more, or less weird, than being physically unable to look at your own reflection?" 

| sighed. "Fine, | can try. Do you mind if | smoke?" 

"Not at all. | thought you had given up smoking?" 

"Only on tour," | fired up and took a drag. 

“That's conscientious of you." 

| blew out smoke. "It's written into my contract. Together with no skateboarding." 

‘| see," she nodded. "Are you ready to breach the C topic, or would you rather not?" 

"The C topic?" | narrowed my eyes. "Oh. Sure." 


"So, Cliff was a Spiritualist-" 


"Never said he was a Spiritualist. | said his family were Spiritualists." 


"Okay. You said he knew things, that he was psychic." 

| nodded and ashed my cigarette. 

"You said that it became common enough and that you all grew used to it” 

"Well, we were young and stupid and hammered a lot of the time." 

"Does that mean that you are now second guessing your assessment of him?" 

"Dr Kraft, a lot of weird shit happened in those days. It became the norm, you know? We were cracking the 
music business. Working our butts off. We were making it. Cliff's little penchant for the uncanny, or whatever, 
was part of the furniture.” 

"Then the scary stuff started happening" 

| looked at her. 

She consulted her notes. "Your words." 

| sat forward and stubbed out the cigarette. "Yeah." 

"Tell me about it” 


"When the scary stuff started happening, | became hostile. Paranoia.” 


"Paranoia implies an irrational, highly-agitated state. There is nothing irrational about taking reasonable 


precautions, especially when someone feigns supernatural abilities." 

| looked at the ficus. 

"James." 

"Yup?" 

"You're glaring at my plant again. What did Cliff do that made you angry?" 

| shrugged. "You know, messages from the beyond. Shit like that. One late night after practice, we were 
watching a movie on television. Jaws. Then all of a sudden, Cliff goes into this trancelike state, during the scene 
where the medical examiner tells Brody that the chick was killed by a shark. He looks straight at me and says, 


‘Jamie, it's your Ma: | was frozen. Like, | just looked at him. Lars told him to knock it off. Kirk thought it was 
cool and turned off the TV. Then Cliff goes on to fucking, to fucking...” 


‘Its okay, James. Take your time." 


| lit another cigarette. "He fucking told me off! Like, my Mom was telling me off for watching Jaws, because | 
had a fear of sharks. It's true. When | was a kid | was terrified of sea monsters. | was obsessed with Cthulhu- 


type legends. Leviathan haunted my dreams. Cliff fucking knew it, we wrote ‘The Call of Ktulu' together. So | 
laughed it off. | threw a beer bottle at him. Told him to think of something more original next time." 


"What happened after you threw the bottle?" 

| exhaled smoke and trembled. "He went on to say that he, or rather my Mom, loved me and was watching 
over me. That she was sorry she had to leave me but was happy where she was. She said she was very 
proud of me," | wiped a tear away. 

She poured me a glass of water and | took a sip. 

| shrugged. "Yeah, so that's when the scary stuff started happening. It became a regular occurrence. 
Channelling fucking spirits. Then he scared Kirk half to death with a message from his dead Grandma. But 
that..that wasn't even the scary part, Dr Kraft. Like the actual message wasn't the freaky part. Wanna know 
the freaky part?" 

"What was that?" 

"It was in Tagalog! When he was channelling Kirk's Grandma, he spoke in Tagalog!" 

Dr Kraft narrowed her eyes. "The language of the Philippines?" 

"Yeah," | shivered. "Kirk's part Filipino." 

She looked at me. "Were you there when it happened?" 

"Yeah. Sounded like fucking gibberish to me. But Kirk speaks a little Tagalog, enough to understand what Cliff, or 
his fucking Grandmother, was saying. He was totally shaken. He swore that the stuff Cliff was saying was 
honest to God Tagalog." 

"Poor souls. You must have been terrified How did you deal with it?" 

"We told Cliff to stop it, that he was freaking us out. But he said that he didn't have control over that shit, 
that it just happened. He seemed sincere. How did we deal with it? Fucking accepted it! Drank more," | laughed 
nervously. "Like | said, it became the norm. When Cliff wasn't freaking us out with the crazy spirit stuff he 


was totally normal, one of us. Great bass player, reliable bandmate, good friend Just a regular guy." 


She made a note. "When did you begin a sexual relationship?" 


| rubbed my temples. "Can't remember exactly. It was in Copenhagen" 

"Okay. How did it happen?" 

| heaved a sigh. "It was the night Cliff channelled a god." 

| beg your pardon?" 

eR 

"Why were you born, James?" Cliff slurred. "A mosquito has more utilitarian value." 
| smoothed my palm over the carpet. "I'm so fucked" 

"A slug!" 

Shit, this Danish brew packs a punch. How do you say fucked in Danish?" 

Lars grinned. "Fanders. Jeg er fanders." 

"A tapeworm" 

| looked at Cliff. "Did the aliens forget to remove your anal probe?" 

We howled in drunken laughter. 

| rolled over to Lars and climbed on top of him. "Helloooo! Jeg er fanders!" 

He squeezed my ass. "I hadn't noticed. Come here,” he pulled me down for a kiss. 
We started to make out. | yanked his shirt off and kissed, sucked and nibbled my way down his chest and 
abdomen Lars moaned and dug his fingers into my hair, pushing my head further down his midriff. | unzipped 
him with my teeth and fingers. 

"Gefendr heilir. Gestr er inn kominn" 

My gaze shifted to Cliff. "Huh?" 

He smiled good-naturedly. 

"Sorry man, we'll get out of your hair," | tried to get up but Lars held on to me. 


"James," he hissed. "No, no, no. Don't stop." 


"Okay, let's give Cliff a show." 

"Nothing he hasn't seen before," Lars giggled. 

| took the tip of his cock into my mouth and suckled. 
"Hvar skal sitja gjá?" 

Lars moaned and arched his back. "Fuck, James, yeah." 
"Hvar skal sitja gjá, mjök er bradr." 


| frowned at Cliff. He was sitting upright and observing us with cool, curious eyes. All traces of his earlier 


inebriation were gone. 

"Lars, hinn vari gestr er til verdar kamr bunny hljóði Pegir," Cliff angled his head. 
"Oh man," | got up and scowled at him. "You channelling again?" 

"Era svá gott sem gott kveða öl alda sonum," he smiled. 

Lars gazed at Cliff. There was unmistakable fear in his eyes. 

"Lars," | prodded him and he met my eyes. "What is it?" 

Lars collected himself and sat before Cliff. "Hvem er du? Jeg forstar det ikke?" 
Cliff shrugged. "At hyggjandi sinni." 

Lars frowned. "Hvem er du!" 

"Din Valfader." 

"Lars," | shook him. "The fuck's going on?" 


Lars was a whiter shade of pale. "I'm not sure. But he's speaking Old Norse. Like, | took it in high school so | can 
just about understand what he's saying.’ 


"You speak Old Norse?" 


‘I'm answering in Danish. You can understand Shakespearian English, right? But you can't necessarily speak it. 
Same with modern Scandinavian languages and Old Norse." 


"So what, he's channelling a viking spirit or something?” | laughed. 
"Not just any viking, James." 

| furrowed my brow. 

Lars looked at me. "He says he's Odin" 

"Odin?" 


Lars gulped. "Odin. The Allfather. Chief god in Scandinavian mythology. The god of my ancestors. | dreamt of him 


last night. He welcomed me back home. To Denmark" 


| looked at Cliff. His eyes were kindly. There was a newfound serenity to them. | felt like we were the only 
people in the building, in Copenhagen, in the world. | looked into Cliff's eyes and saw ancient forests, runes and 
warriors, longships and roundhouses. | saw fury. | saw wisdom. | saw tree spirits and beings of fire and ice 
sprout out of nine worlds. There were no car horns. No trains. No jack-hammers. No planes. No sirens. No 
Metallica. No civilisation. There were droning crickets and the squeaking of bats, icy winds beating against pelts, 
the occasional howl of a wolf. Odin the Allfather nodded at me. | opened my mouth to say something, but 


nothing came out. 

EK 

"James," she pushed forward on the armchair. "James?" 
| looked at her. 

"Are you with me?" 

| nodded. 

"Can you tell me the date please?" 

October, 1993. Think it's the 8th." 


"Good," she scribbled in her notebook. "I think we're done for today. You've had enough. We'll go back to that 
night on Thursday, okay?" 


"Yep." 


"Will you be okay getting home? Do you want me to call anyone?" 


"I've been living with this shit for a decade now. Think | can drive myself home." 
We exchanged smiles. 

eR 

On the way back | picked up the desserts | had ordered the previous day. Peanut butter pretzel brownies with 
chocolate frosting, strawberry champagne cheesecake with an Oreo cookie crust, and chocolate ganache truffle 
cake with gold leaf décor. 

| also stopped by KFC. 

Lars looked at the treats. They were wrapped like jewels. 

Then he looked at me. "Like, | don't even have words." 

| smiled and cracked open a beer. 

"This all for me?" 

"Yeah. | know you like that stuff and," | shrugged. "You know." 

He blushed. "Thanks." 

Jason walked in and frowned at the hoard. "Did | miss someone's birthday?" 
"Nah," | chuckled. "The bucket's for you." 

He opened it and beamed. "The mega zinger chicken extravaganza!" 

"I know my audience." 

He laughed. "Does this mean you're letting yourself out of the doghouse?" 

Lars gazed at the cake as if it were a solar eclipse. "lim joining a gym tomorrow." 
"Don't know what I'm doing," | sucked on the beer. "Can | have a wing?" 

Jason hugged me. "Yeah. Only one, though. Get your own fucking bucket" 

"| did, for me and the chocolate monster here. Oh shit! | left it in the car!" 


eR 


They say that you can't really perceive a sense of your own worth until it has been reflected back to you in 
the mirror of another loving, caring person. That's what happened to me with Lars. | have no idea what he saw 
in me back in the day. Sure, | have my charms and I'm confident in some of my abilities today. But back then | 
couldn't tell my ass from my elbow. That's what | found so beguiling, so disarming in the beginning; Lars's 
ability to make me feel good about myself. Love is a selfish thing. 


| put my guitar down and looked at him. "What do you like about me, Lars? Not fishing for compliments here. 
Dr Kraft asked me to reflect on that shit" 


"You've got that stoic but nuclear in bed thing going on" 

Jason sniggered. 

"Good to know,” | chuckled and stretched my back. "God, I'm tired" 

"James, | was only kidding! You're also-" 

"Wait, I'm not nuclear in bed? Cause | like the sound of that.” 

"Yes James. You're like a nuclear bomb. Explosive, toxic and totally devastating." 
"That was inspired, Lars,” Jason said thoughtfully. "You've nailed him." 


"What a searing wit you both have," | yawned. "Opened me like a can of sardines. | am devastated here. Fucking 


humbled." 
They chuckled. Lars lay back against the futon and looked at me. 


"James," he said softly. "Wanted to ask you something. Your libido is non-existent these days. What's up with 
that? Is it the meds you're taking?" 


| shrugged 
Lars and Jason exchanged locks. 

"What?" | asked. "Just haven't been feeling it lately. Don't read too much into shit: 
"That's cool," Jason shrugged. “It's just so out of character for you" 

"Exactly" 


"You have each other. By the way, how's that working out?" 


"What do you mean working out?" Lars frowned. 


"Do you want me to spell it out? You two. Fucking. | haven't been sleeping with you guys lately so | don't know 
what's going on in that department. Tell me." 


Jason smiled. "Our situation certainly has its advantages." 

Lars was twirling a strand of hair around his finger. 

"Lars?" | arched a brow. 

He looked at me, and then at Jason. "I'm never going to let you fuck me." 
"I know," Jason nodded. "You didn't even have to say it" 

"But I'll do you," he wiggled his brow. 

Jason chuckled. "Not gonna happen, Lars." 

| polished off my beer. "But wait, are you guys enjoying the other stuff?" 
"Fuck yes." 

‘Oh yeah." 


| laughed. "Phew! Good. Was getting worried there. | don't want you guys to feel compelled to do that stuff for 


my benefit, or whatever." 


"James," Lars folded his arms behind his head. "If | was going to do that shit for you, | would have sucked 


Jason's cock two years ago when you hooked up." 
“That's true." 


| wanted to ask them other questions, like how they felt about each other. But | realised that they were stil 
navigating that terrain and finding their way. Forcing them to talk about their feelings would have been 
awkward and counterproductive. Besides, forcing anyone to talk about anything was simply not my way of doing 


things. 
Later that night, | let myself out of the proverbial doghouse. 


eR 


"James," Jason whispered. "I realise that sexual release is not crucial for human survival like water and oxygen 
But when a hot, healthy young man like you is deprived of that release, he has an awful hard time enjoying 
that survival. Wouldn't you agree?" 

| smirked 

Lars kissed his way down my abdomen. 

"Are you two trying to seduce me?" 

"Is it working?" Jason nibbled my ear. 

| shuddered. "Macho law prohibits me from responding." 


Lars chuckled. "Fine, be stoic. We'll see how long that lasts." 


"Just so we're square," Jason held my chin. "We are going to fuck now. The three of us. Hard, and long, and 


nasty. You don't have a say in the matter." 
Before long, tongues and dicks and fingers were heaven deep inside, within and without, all hot and hard and wet 
and wordless. My blood stirred to life and | began to open towards them in a wild, violent passion that had lain 


dormant for far too long. 


"You're so fucking beautiful when you come," | said to Lars, cupping his face, nuzzling his mouth, as Jason 


swallowed his release. "Now turn around and bend over." 


Three became one, rushing, hastening flame. 


